200                        A DANGEROUS SHOT.

a large tank close to camp.   We managed to get

eighteen or twenty, although we lost many more

*

in the thick rushes and weeds; but it was ample
for the pot, and after mutton chops and tough
chicken they proved a welcome change.

What might have been a nasty accident, hap-
pened to-day. My servant gave me my cartridge-
bag with what I supposed to be all shot cartridges,
and I loaded my gun without examining them.
Paget and I were at opposite sides of the tank,
about three hundred yards apart. There were a
great many duck on the water, and in order to
put them up I told Paget I would fire at them
aiming towards him. My astonishment and horror
may be imagined when, on firing, I heard the ping
of a bullet which ricocheting from the water wen.t
within a couple of feet of Paget. He took it very
coolly, merely shouting out, c Please don't do that
again.' But it made me feel horribly uncom-
fortable.

At Pengudpah I had my first experience, of an
Indian storm. It had been oppressively hot all